A Conſtant wife and a kind wife: 
A loving wite and a fine wife. 
\ hich gives content unto mans lite. 
To the tune of Zocks and Belts do hinder 5 


Oag-men and Muss lend me pour aids J bouivly camc where ſhe did dicetl, 
and aſked fo2 wp lh ecting, 


to ſpeah of my dear lweting. 
It hew3 how fortune hath bet ray d, They ſaid of her they cenld net tell. 
and often ſpopl'd our meeting. which wee to me {-Þ rte tir g. 
She likely was ſoꝛ to be rich, Vm pꝛeſently ſhe heard mp tepte, 
and J a man but mcavly, and cal'd me at her winder. 
O J vould come to thee mp lote, 


M herefoꝛe her frie>ns at me do grudge, 
and nſc me meſt unkindly. 


Ber conftancy J will declare, 


but doꝛs and locks do hinvter, 


Whcereat amazed J did ſland, 
to hear her make that anſwer, 


wherein the proved Lopall, 
But few chat will with bet compare, J d2ew my \wo2d into my han d, 
when tbey are put to Trpab. as ſtraight the touſc did enter, 
Der frinds agataſt her did contend, And then J made the loc ke to flp, 
and doꝛs in pa ces ſhatter, 


becauſe be lent me favour, 
Thep laid J quickly all would ſpend, J vow'd to hate her compenp, 
and quickly J came at her, 


ff that J might vut hare her, 
Her Uncle and ſome of his men, 


Chep did convey her from mp ſight, 
becauſe the ſhould exempt me, dis after p2cſant follow, 
J cculd not find my hearts velight, M ho ſajd 3 nere ſhould out again, 8 
which ſoꝛe did dil ntent me. hut in my blod Tould wal low. 
But with ſome hurt done on both des, 


I fravett'd over cragap Rocks 
oe Mountaines Yills and Uallpes, got mp (weetheart frem them, 

Put the was kept from me with locks Poung men to get pour ſelves ſueh bꝛides 
only th:onch ſpighi and mallice. fight fo2 to overcome them. 

But love that tor quers KMngs and Nu@ns Then joyn'd we hands in Hymens bargs, 


beretn did ſhew ns favour, to lobe and ifbe together, 
J brought to palſe and wꝛought the meanes Yde lot d me not fo2 goule 02 Lands, 
in what place J could have her; toꝛ J ha2 none of eithet. 
She has an Uncle did detaſu, Her love was pure and doth endure, 
and ſo all wine fozever. 


and keep her perſon ſrom me, 
Which J had very like t'have Alain. Min death do us ſo much en jute, 
becauſe he did ſo Mong me. as part us tom tach other. 
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* 


the pile o- my gear ſw rting. 


{ fk h1:9d and veart J will impart Yer armes ann chou'ders are compleats 


her b2:& .tke Alahlaſter, 


Nw welcom? topes 443 (ace well (mart, Yer waſt end w#2dlec is ſo next, 


bleſt both: tim: of meting. 
Mi h my (wo et-h2art an? anlp dear, 
fa whom ts all mp pleaſure, 
Wye like of her doth not appear, 
ſhe is fo bleſt a creatute. 


O happy is th it time and hoar, 
thate're J ſaw tho feature 

Sire heavens bltſs o» me did ſhoe, 
to fend me ſnch a creature, 

She i⸗ ſo pleaſing to my epe, 
th: like was ne er any, 

She's ver tuous wile and verp kind, 
che far ſarpaiſſeth many, 


Her comcly feature may compare, 
with any in Town oꝛ City. 

Fo? courteſte ſhe fa moſt rare, 
uke wile ſhe's fu!l of pi'p. 

AU tue that can give coaſent, 
fa all that hear her pꝛatſes. 

But Go? to her the ſame hath lent, 
whereby her glozp ratſes. 


Her golden locks like thꝛeads of gold, 
her eyes like ſtars do gliſter. 

Her chæks the Roſe and Lilipes fold, . 
ſhe may be Venus ſifter. 

She bith a dimple ta her chin. 

her neck ſhines like the ch: pſtall, 

Che like hath ſeldome times been ſ&n, 
the ſameth lo celeſttal. 


theres none that e're ſurpaſt ker, 
Her Tlequerce gives ſuch cop teat, 
in ali tyat heer her p ales, 
That træ ly they Lethe their content, 
to ve la hex tcarthiy p:atles, 
Der Lily hands are at command, 
to do me aa fer bite. 
And quickly Ge will underſtand, 
a mottet what lo ere tis. 
If J i go. ſhe well not ſtap, 
fo wWoꝛ me a vilp'raſarc, 
But p2eſently the goes away, 
and ita not this a treaſure, 
Per parts below J not deſcrp, 
fo2 thep are very neat ones, 
A dainty fot, a leg and Thigh. 
as can be made cf ficſh anv bones, 
She is ſo perfect in her parts, 
that many were inflamed, 
On her they wholly ſet fhe'r hearts, 
and at her fully atmed. 
Thus to conclude and end my Song, 
A wich wel to the Feamale, 
Oz elſe J could do them much wong, 
and pꝛoue my felf a Tell-tale, 
Poungmen avjeu p2 ove not untrue, 
anto pour only ſweting. 
Dbſerve pour time pou ned not rue, 
no? curſe the time of meeting. 
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